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THE RAVEN..By Edgar A. Poe, dec'd.

1 Ouce upon & midnight dreary, while | pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint aud curious volume of forgotien iure—
Whiie l‘ nodded, nearly napping, suddealy there came a tapping,
As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door
“ T some visiter,” | mutt-red, “tapping a1 my chamver door—
Qaly this, and noting more.”

Aund esch

4%, distincily | remember it was in the bleak Decomber,
scparate dying ember wrought ity ghost upou the floor.

.‘in;vi'ly [ wished the morrow ; vainly | bad sought to dorrow

my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow fur the Jost Lenore—

For the rare and radiant muiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Nameloss here for evermore.

And lk silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curiain
Thrilled me—filled me with funtasiic terrors never fielt before §
So that now to still the beatiog of my heart | stood repeating,

“ "T'ia vome visiler entreating entrance ul my chamber door—
Same late visiier entresting eotrance at my chumber door—
This it is, aad nothing more.”

Presently my noul grew stronger ; hesitating then no longer,

“ 8ir,” eaud |, * or Madam, truly your forgiveness | implore ;
But the fact is | was napping, and so genily you came rapping,
And eo faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
That | scaree wus sure | heard you"—here | opened wide the door—
Darkacss there, and nothing more,

5  Deep into that darkness peering, long 1 stood there wondering, fearing,
Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream before :
Hat the silence was unbroken, and the stiliness gnve no token,

4nd the only word there spoken was the whispered word **Lenore !
This [ whispered, and an echo murmured back the word **Lenore ™
Merely this, and nothing more,

Back into my chamber turning; all my soul within me burning,

Soon agnin | heard a tapp.ng somewhat louder than befure,

** Surely,” said I, “sursly that is something at my window Iattice ;
Let me see, then, what theceat is, und this mystery explore—
Let my heart be still & moment, and this mysiery explore ;—

*I'is the wind, and nothing more !

Open here | flung the shutter, when, with many » flirt and fiitier,

lo there stepped a stately Raven of the saiaily days of yore :

Not the |east ubeisance made be ; not a minute stopped or stayed he
But with mien of lord or ludy jerched above my chamber door—
Perched upou a bust of Pailas just above my chamber door—

Perched, and sat, and uothing more.

Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

By the grave und stern decorum of the countenance it wore,

“* Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” | said, * art sure no craven,
Ghastly, grim, and ancient Rivea wandering from the Nightly shore—
Tell e what thy lordly name 13 on the Night's Piutonian shore ™

Quoth the Raven, **Nevermore.”

Much [ marveled, this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,

Though its answer little meaning—Iittie relevancy bore ;
For we can uot help agreriog that no hving human being
Ever yel was biessed with seeing bird above his chamber door—
Bird or beast upou the sculpiured bust above his chamber door,
With such name as **Nevermore,”

But the Raven, situng lonely on the placid bust, spoke on!y

. That oue word, as 1f his soul he did 1o that oupour.

Nothi
Tl
On the morrow he will leave me, as

further then be mutiered—not a feather thea be fittered —
scarcely more than uttered ** O her (riends have flown before—

my f{riends have flown before."—

Then he said, * Nevermore.”

1i

Brartled at the stillncss broken by reply wo aptly spoken,

“ Doubtless,” said |, ** what it utters is its only stock and store

Canght from some unnappy master whum unmereiful Disagter
Followed fast and lvllowed faster until his soul one burden bore—

Tl the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore
Ui ** Never—nevermore. "
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But the Ravea still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling,

Straight | wheeled & cushioned seat m iront of bird, and bust, and door,

Then upon the velvet sinking, | betook

myselfl to hinking

Fancy unmto fancy thinking what this ominous bird of yore—
What this grim, ungmaly, ghastly, paunt, and ominous bird of yore
t by croaking ** Nevermore.”

Thus | sat engaged in guessing, but no ayliable expressing

To the fowl whose firy eyes now burned within my bosom's core ;

This and more | sat divining, with my

head it ease rechining,

On the cushiun’s velvel lining that the lamp-hght gloated o'er,
But whose velvel viulet lining with the lamp-light glosting v'er,
She shall press, vh, nevermore !

Then, methought the air grew denser, perfumed lrom an unacen eenser

Swunz by seraphim whose foot-fulls tinkled on the tutted floor.
“Wretch " | erid, * thy God huth lent thei—by these angels he hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy nemories of Lenore !
Quatl, O quatl’ this kind nepenthe, and torg=t the lost Lenore "
Quoth the Raven, * Nevermore!?

1 £]

“ P'mpbo-t ™ said | +*thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or devil

Whether Penipicr sent, or whether tempest 10ssed thee here ashore,
Desolate yet all vodavnted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror hacoted—tell me truiy, | implore—
Is there. s there ba'm in Gilead 7 tell me—tel! me, I implore!™
Quoth the Raven, ** Nevermore!”

6

“ Prophet " said T, ** thing of evil— prophet still, if bird or devil !

By that heaven that beuds above us=by that G d we both adore—
Tell this soul with sorrow Inden if within the distant Aidden
It shal! clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom tle angels name Leaore ¥'—
Q 1uth the Raven, **Nevermore.” -
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* Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend ' [ shricked, upstarting—

* Get thee buck into the tempest and the Night's Plutonian share |
Leave no black plune as a 1oken of that he thuu hast spoken '
Lrave my loneliness unbrokeu !—quit the bust above my door !
‘Tuke thy beak trom out my heart, and take thy form from off my doof!"
Quuth the Raven, ** Nevermore!"

1.5

And the Raven, never flitting, stil is situng, srill is sitting

Oa the pallid bust of Pallas just above iy chamber door ;
And his eyes have all the seeming; of & demon’s that is dreaming,
And the lamnp-light o'er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor !
And my soul Irom out that shudow tha: lies floating on the floor
Shall be lified—nevermore ! o

Why is the great Russian Bear, Nicho- | ‘The Commissioners fo determine the
Because be's | Southern boundary line of Pennsylvania,
have discovered old Inndmarks which show
that several valuable farms, heretofore
supposed tv belong to Delaware, are in
fact the terrtory of Pennsylvania.

'as, like a haif-starved fox?
gt Mung(a)ry, and wants Turkey.

Apples are ot anly palatable and cheap |

%4t also wutrrtious and healthy—a rare |
“embinalion. |

xner days many an afiernoon.  He reached

{ As he sat or rather reclined thus, almow |
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FERGUS.

BY JACUB ABBOTT.

[Comcluded )

George stond at the window too,lonking
out at one of the lower panes, They waich-
ed Fergus as he wiled along, pikestalT io

soow whirled nrovnd bim, sand deove ints |'he doctor’s sleiuh. bells It was & junrle

hand. He went slowly on ti!l he passed

waved his pikesiuff with n parting smile, |
and then disappeared. George turned nwayl
in silence to the eradie, and began penily
1o rock il, saying to himse![— *How possi-

ruom, and koelt al the bedside, and prayed
that as they had now done what ssemed
to them best, God would take the result in-
to his own hands, and give them hearts of
quiet submission 1o his will. She pressed
her handkerchief upon her eyes, with both
her harde.as her head reclined upon them,
hut the geihing would come, while she
offered the petition.

I we will follow Fergua. [is rond led
Lo down into a valley, in which 1t erossed

brock where he bad plaved in the sum-

the brook without much difiaulty, and as
the wind had blown ‘he snow mos
the bridge he walked over it freely, B

his pikes'nfl upon 1 , and looking
with a kind of eati his eclothes,
whitened with the snow Bigher Ih*

knees. He looked overt of
bridge, and was surprised much
the brook had disappesar heen
frozen over, and was con covered
with snow, and even the,bed of the stream
was 5o filled in with drifts that all indica-
tions of a brook were entirely gone. 8till,
when he listened, he could hear a low
gurgling, as il under ground.

Fergus did not stop long al the bridge—
the wind and fallinz snow drove him on.
His road here wrned down the valley, but
{a the tura a large drift,which was too deep
!tor him, extended across the road. He
waded into it as far as he could, and then
thrust s pikestafl down into it, on before.
It was almost over his head, and the snow
was [alling 80 thick around him, and blew
with such violence into his foce und eyes,
that he enuld not see. [le sank down on |
the soft bed heneath him to rest a mownr,|
turning his hack towards the wind.

“ | wonder,” said he to himsell, **wha
makes it always blow the hardest just as 1
am in the middle of the deepest drifis! I'll
keep otill till it is tired.”

i buried in the drilt, his face turned towards

the side of the road, he saw that slong on
| the other side of the fence was a sort of an
eddy where the snow had almost entirely
blown away. He eould see with difficulty,
for the air was thick, and his evelids were
;Frmtt'd over., He perceived, however, by
the little wfis of grass, that the ground was
barely covered there, nenr the feace. So,
afler re<ting a moment, and leting his lace
gt warm by keeping it sheliered from the
wind, he ploughid his way out of the driff,
Ielpnh@d over the fence, and walked along
under its lee,

It was an open rail fence, and Fergus
could not understand how 1t could have so
much effect in sheltering the ground be-
yond it ; bul wiser philosophers than Fer-
gus have been puzzled in attempting to
account for the distribution of the drifls in
a snow storm. He went along quite easily
till he came to the wouds, where the fence
wrned off in another direction, and then he
eame into the road again. These woods
continged uninterrupted down 1o the pond,
anJ conscquently for the rest of the way
the wind ceased, and the surface of snow
was level. It was pretty deep, but then it|
was lizht, and Fergus broke his way in it|
without much difficulty, tho’ he proceeded
slwly. He, in faci, enjoved going thro?
the wonds. The calmness of the air, and
the gentieness with which the snow fell led
him, as it has ofien dene more experienced
travelers, to imagine that the violence of
the storm was abating. The air actually
felt mild and bland to his cheek.and Fergus
thought his troubles were over. The noise
ol the blast still sweeping heavily along the
tops of the trees, might have undeceived
him, bot Fergus attended only to the
pleasanter indications that were near.

Afler walking thus a quarier of a mile
through the woods, he came out upon the
shore of the pund, at the landing,where he
emerged suddesly inlo a tempest of wind
and driving snow. A great drift lay in

his fice so that he cuu'd aot se: or scarcely

breathn.  He mirned Lis back 1o it agnis, |te tapected, but ihis quarier of un & 1| w i-. cGed had wlwars bﬁ'nlr: .la-.-.ld and
and pausd in the snow 1o reat. giided away vecy soon, and daviighi began 8T @ praLeor, \l-u'-’ guilty i1 the ex-
His eyes fill on n daik ohject down by {sensibiy 1o decline. Ste repeatedly e fi treme wh -’M-'_ she coul l‘h" p 11 or not,and
the shore of the pond Now any dark ebject | her work to gaze anxiously from the w- 1007 Tha craissslioes & { l.urlul:-lu';.-'a t
always attracis ike Lntsteps of a travelor [dow. At lust she nsked Ceorge i i wey 2000 o, s o vared how desply iU was
wenied,  Thos was her 30! o-ond to and |

when forcimg hie way throogh deep snows.
It seems 10 belong to the solid gronnd, ans

out of thh ynrd, and approached the wpple=| ,romises an easier puh by the side of it shou
tree,where he was to tura off iuto the road. | Percug torned in thet disection, and sooan |
out of his parents’ sizht. He turned “f""“d-j reached it, |t was the edge of the boat, in i is wrow ing dark? Mary brought her face ¢
whizh he had oftem crossed in sumnier, _'c.rhu to the glass,shading hereyes from the 18 bis low chair by

and which had been hau'ed up there,frozen
in, and a'most buried. Fergus could not

help wishing it was a summer evening,with :
ble it is that we shall never sec him smile| gruen fielde.and blue sky, and a soft breeze | filled the air,drove dgninst
again I" Mary went nway integhe other| wmong the leaves—so that he might |trickled down on the outside and prevented | WEre COVETCS
launch the boat and paddic himeell to the ' her secing much. * [ da not believe it is Versed over it.

other shore.
He paused (hus [or a moment 1o eontrast
the susmmer with the winter scene,and then

849,

e

f an hour betore they should oonoons!

| .

not L far them to e e ?
o Why, no,” smd George, hedraing, * i

hurdly expect them yor.? \

1 14 two hoars and more, aleendy, and

light in the room by potiiog her hoods nr‘.:
ench aide of them,and strmning her sight to)
look down the road ; but the snow which

the window,and |

possible for the poor linle fellow to gt |
across the pond in such a wight ns this.”
“Well Mary, we have nothing 1o do but!

i tarned his face towards the smooth and 1o wait quietly for the end, now. “Uhere 14:

ﬂalitits,' QAgriculture,

e bzl potelhon spminst God o one e

wictien of e maoral sense that such &

-

fro, by o tempest of conlending emoticas.

Lo the mean time Beany had been re-
wurued 0 hie erndls, and he grudually
sunk inte a kiod o! wabnrgy.  George sai
the corper rocking the

ciudle and reading n tenet by the Lght of

the tire.  The tea keitle hummed a mono- |

the side of it wzs a plate, whose contents
| and concealed by a buw! re-

It was Fergus® turn.over. |
|
An hour oiore passed uway. It wisal-
besr the anxicety end suspense no k ngrr,;
apd that she nould zo oat Lerself and see |
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e waded thro’ the yard and weut round
into o shed which apened towsrds th= south
and was of counrcs sheliered (rom the storm
—hare he eould breathe freely. He brush-d
and beat the snow from his clorhes,and ionk
off his cap sod shook it. His fingers snd
ieet ache? with the cold, but he though:
that these preparations were pecessary, for
Slither Conny’s ideas of udiness seemed
to grow more rigid as she grew old, and
she wes not a particularly gentle hosiess
when displeased.

Fergun. then ascended one or two steps
which led from the shed into a small regom
attached 1o the kitchen. It contained var-

| tonous song close before the fire, and by l. ious twols aud utensils, arranged in order,

and a spioning wheel in one corner. The
room had a chilly, comfortless expression,
which was increazed by the sound of the
wind and snow driving agsinst the window.

| ter fune Jciock, Mary declared she cuuldll I'esgus came 1o the door leading into the

kirzhen—there was no latch or kandle vis-
ibie, but in place of them a leather string,

Irvel surfco of the pond before him. The | nothing we can do, and it is wrong to be whnt had become ol her boy. George teied | with a koot at the end of W, protruded

air was so lull of driving snow that he
could not see but a very little way, t.ul|
then sowe traces of the road across jhe
ice were visible, nnd he pushed on. The
snow was level upon the pond, as it had !
been in the woods, but it was morn conso- |
lidated, and his progress throogh it more
luboricus. The wind, too, which came
roaring down from old Hoaryhead, in the
north awer the broad, open surface of
the . made it hard for him to struggle
on. He succeeded, however, at length, in
fairly @mining the opposite shore, without
actually losing his track, and then afier a
short walk in a sheltered valley, he turned
out of the road into the Doctor’s yard, and
waded up to his door. =
—And now, since he is safely there, we

restless and anxious nbout .»

{10 dissusde her, Lut with Litde suceess, e thea’ a gimblet hole,

Fergus pulled this

w0 denr " said Mury, sitting down and | repw-a.-uu-sl 1 her that she eaule do noth. tring—it raised the wooden latch on the

gazing into the fire with & luok of g l |
distress. “How sorey | am we fet b go!
I might hnve gone—and tow e will pensh
in the spow, and [ sha!l never hivé another |
moment’s peace, as long aw | live?

“But consider, Mary,” said Genrz=, “we
have done the best we could ; and | e isia
God's hands. You are not willing to
him there.”

“Oh George,” said she, “itis too dread- |

ful.” She arose nnd walked back and forth |

step.

will return to his parents. ;George went 1o
his shop to finish his work, promising to
return and 1ake care of Benoy while Mary
prepared supper.  He accordingly came in

increasing violence in the storm. As he
entered, Mary was rocking Penny, and he
tovk her place,in a low chair he hal made
expressly for the purpose. “Bennv,” said
he, holding out his hands to the little suf~
erer. ** Benny ! want 1o come and rock
with father 1"

Benny made an eflort to reach out his
hands, but from weakness they drhppefl
apuin, at his side.
gently, and laying the clnl;i'-: face upon
his shoulder.murmared words of sympathy
and rondol his ear.

Miry went to the window. © Oh, my
George,” said she, *what a storm !  Poor
Ferzus—he never will get across the pond.
How could we let him go

“ We did the best we could, Mary, and
now you must not make yoursel! and me
anxious and unhappyv about it.”

“Why how can | help leeling nnxious—
my poor bov out vn a lone road, in sucha
storm as this, and night coming on !”

“*We can help feeling anxiwus in a mea
sure,” replied Guorge, ** we can try lo
think of something eise, and il an anxious
theoght enmes into your mind, don’t say

Grorge took him up

it vul—speaking it voly makes it slronge;
The child is in God’s hands, and we have
now nothing to do for him.”

Mary could not reply to this, and wemnt
about her work, preparing supper. But her
mind was ill at ense. She couid not deny
George’s position that their boy was entirely
oui of their hands.and that God by making
it plainly their duty to send him (at least
us it appeared o them,) had 1aken the re-
sponsibilityof his safety iato His own hands
—but after all her heart was uot submissive.
George,too,fell an instincive parental soli-
citude,which made him fullow in imugina-
tion every step of Ferguy’ way, ot his heart
wns subdued, and submissive to the will of
God, in regard to the result ; so that he was
calm and peaceful in xpirit.tho’ the swelling
emotions of his heart repeatedly filled his
eyes. He hummed in Beuny’s ear,in words
too imperfectly articuluted to be heard, the
good old hymn,

wilpwards [ lift mine eyes,

From God is all my-sid.”
And they who know by experience whal it
is really fo resign everything into God's
hands in the hour of seribus danger or
trouble, will not think it simnge th&t he
spent a half hour in a state o' véry pure
and heart-felt enjoyment.

1n the meantime, Mary was btsy in her
preparations for supper, and particolarly in
making & little apple turn-over for Fergus,
sagainst he came back.” An apple wrn-
over was Fergus’ lighest idea of Jixury,
and Mary by her interest in making it got
over another hall hour very well. Thé'time

his way. He atruggled into it. but it was
too deep for him to get through, and the

however gobn Srrived” thut oht listeadbe o

signation to the divine will. George bad
tjeft the case 1n the hands of (od, and was
|quietly awaiting the resalt,

tand with uncoucern—Ifor kis heart was|

aguin after hall an hour, looking up anx. Ill'ull of the deepest and tenderest inierest in | her pregarcations, thou
iously as be crossed the yard at the signs of | the fate of his little son ; bul while bus ai-j uivdicided oud peeyiexs

fections and sympathies were all deepiy in

- . Pt ]
and entered into no contest witn Cod ing

and will strugzzled for the =on: ll.nnd‘
us slie was ulteriy wi ot praer, bersoul
was in & state of i r i Lie tumult and

agitwtion, Nothing miiies such commo-
tions io the soul, as 8 will strugging for
dominion, while yet it is powerless. |
rages like @ manse, chained, but unsub-
dued.

Two reasons made the duty of submiss.

than for Mary. First, he was not the|

az on such i might. io such a wild unfre-
quented rond, 1hat she could not see the
driiis or even Lnd her way. i
o | know il 1s bad,” said she, ¢ Lut noor
Fergus must be perisiing in this sturm and
I tan not siay v re™ ]
s No said George, ** we can’t be sure |

tor kept him there o wait 1ill mum;ng-—i
or perhaps he was aot al bome—orf per-!

‘nside ; the door opened, and he entered.

in & larye; o'd fashicaed elbow chair
by tiie sida of iLe fire, sat Mother Coany,
kaitting.  [ler croiches were leaning up
agrinst the chimney by her side. A plan
round table wes standing in the middle of
the room, with cups and plates upon i1,

leave| OF that, by any means. Perhaps the doe- l which a Leastitul little bive-ayed girl was

arranging. She looked at Fergus whea be
cawe in, and smiled.

bkaps some one mny hase met with Fers.  «Why I-‘ergmﬁhi_hj,”uiﬂh_em'h gy

| across the room with a hurried nod restlcss, §U8 08 the way, sud perusaded him 0 Zo, r

home with him till the storm is over. At

16 you, what will become of him ¥° !

Mary s#w the hopelessmoss of any effurts!

could not resist, seemed to uapel ker onin|
oh ghe was ev dently |
d. Twice she tmkl
off her bonnet and 'aid it down, and then, |

terested in the case, his swill stood aside,! oo paring back and forth scrows the | a look of coatempt.

room, fook it again, saying, “J must go.

was only going a few steps down tle road.i
The snow was so driiied in the yard,
that it Iny in great heaps and ridges, but|
she contrived to work her way slowls |
a'ong i the shallow places between them.
The wind bluw the snow, huwever, 50 vi-
olently into her face, tha: she was almost
blind, and sometimeshad to tern "rovnd to

4

get breath.  She st leagth made her way

ion, in this case, far more easy fur Groree. | d,wa the yard, and out 1o the tuen of the, And see littid Beony ; is be al home

road. She notcrd the traces of Ferguy

ather in a severs Voice, s it you! Well
you're in a fine case,| declare—csught out

The truth was that the strong impulses|any rate it will not do any good for you] here, a m:le and more from home, in this
of maternal anxiety, had gained un entire| to go out.  Then besides,” said ke, "lwkivorm. Run away, | dare say, and now
triumzh over her feeliags of Christinn re- | at poor Benny ther: ; if avything happeas | your poor mother is haif erazy.—Well,”

said she to herself—*s0 il is always with

children. [ only wish my son was nut

Not coldly she eould muke, but a fecling which she like all the rest of "em.

“Why mother,” said Fergus, *the snow
Lirds are out to day, and why shou'd aot ¥
be, | am stouter than a snow bird.”

“A snow bird '™ said the old lndy, with
And theg rog

not 1o have anything else to 3= ', wen! ou

respect to the issue. Mary however ¢ wld| At lenzih she openad the door and went| kaitting as fast as she could.
not give up the ense to God.  Hior miva, waty thuuzh she assured George that -ne“ Fergus taroed "round to look for litle

Lora again. I: seemed he liked firat child-
hood better than second—at least he Iiked
its greeting better, though it was ouly a si-
lent smui'e, He found that Lora was bring-
g n ehmir fur him, hiueg it laboriously
w th Yoth hands. e took it as silently as
it was «%red, and put his aching feet low-
aids the Gre,

“| come far your father, Lom, to go’

1.

At home P said the o!d lady—"‘po-—

mother. There was s semi-nnimal instiuet | footesieps thus finr, Gut here o Ligh comt 4 my John is never at hume. Heis always
of paeentil luve in her besom, which was ridge ran oblique'y neross the oad inla reaveling of smong these woods and
nltogether weaker in bis, Thew again from! hieh all traces of his puth had been buge | MOUBIHNS, n.ght and day. Andmow he's
diffrence in their habits of mind, be was|ed up, and which efictually prevented her gooe o” horseback, away 'round old Hoa-
accustomed to see mare of the bright side | from minking any (0 ‘her progress. She | rybead—and such a storm. l told him it
and she more of the dark. s vawrea | go0d here 7 moment in despair.  Sha| was going o be s terrible blow; | knew
nssosiations of thought were chieerful; Mo | d—Fergus ! wihi nil the streogh of| by sigas And it s turoed out true, for

\ there has no! been sucha storm since stor-

ry's were snd.  So that when auy rode| yoice she could rase, and then paused, hol-

Llast o unusunl lury shook the windows l

Ot was (ollowed in Mary?s mind Ly the idea |

af” Fergus perishing voder in the mmw-—-‘
while to Greorge, ot sugiested the probabii- |
ity that the wind it /f might be n ppde 10!
Fergus, 1o the poin's of the compass, il in !
should pet lust—or that it would blowjofi

the snow from the ice, or some other en-

couraging idea. Thus submission was » |
far more easy duty 1o George thas o M. |
rys still it was no less a dufy 1o both, |
The tumult in Mary’s mind incrén<ed u-
the next hour passed away without bring-
ing any tidings ol her boy. Her agitation
and her sufferings were increased 1oo, by
the conviction that her feelings were wrong |
and that her plain unwillingness 16 subor: |
to the decision of God was entirely ineon

sistent with her Christian vows. But «

feel right is & very different thing fron

struggling against feeling wrong. She snw
clearly how unreasonaile it was for her 10
be aowilling thit God should decide, and
how foolish it was.even in heart,to atrempt
to resiwis! him ; then by a kind of desper-
ate struggle, she would resolve to give up'
the contest, and resign the case entirely
into God’s haods ; but it was of hitle avail,
Sihe found that the ruot of i%ubmisgion
lay 100 desp  Resolutions and determin-
ations, somehow or other, did not reach i'.
Afler the miost evergetic axercise of the
will 10 feel right which seemed passi

ble, she would find in a few minuies her
heart rising again in restless insubmission.
Then would succeed a freling of despair
at the hopeléssness ol her efforts ; then
self- reproach for this sinful msing apains
God; lién’ the suggéstion that she could
not be to blame for what it was plain she

ol 8 cowibsr > théa Lhe mtictive

o

ding her vreaihy to catch a repiy, Hat

was 10 vain to attempt to histen. T
sweaping sound of the snoe fying *round |
hor—the flapping of ber cloak, and above
111 the awful howling of the wind among
the branches aud tops of the lorest trees, |
would have Bien more than than suffimen: |
to have drowned the ery of a pershing
ehild, had such a cry been uttered aear
her—and Mary turned uway, pale anj al-
most fainting with nnxious tear,nnd toiled
her way back 1o the house.  Her heart
was in a 2tate of utter rebellion aguinst the
supremacy of Gud.

‘Phere is a point, both in mental and bo
dily suffering. where the power of endur-|
ance itsell srems at length to be exhavsted,
ind the words that neise are, I can not
bear this any lunger.” Tuey who watch |
with the sick, observe this point, as the pa-
tient passes it in the progress of pain—the
succumbing and sinking of the spire, when
the load becomes at last infoleranle. M-
ry was very near this poir, as she re
turned to the house.

—But we must next ses Fergns, We
left him going up sa‘ely to the door of the
doctor’s snug litile farm house, It was in
o narrov’ glen, sheltered towards the north
by highchiffs. A noisy siream at a small
distance lrom the house forméd m summer
a beaotilul brook, now nearly concealed
by icc and snow. When Fergus reached
the house, it appenred deseried. The snow
lay piled up about ihe doors and windows,

and he saw no track.
«\W hat,™ said be to himsell, “nobody a1

LomeT* Then casting his exe up, he saw
a slight smoke blowinz off frum the chim-

my Mnday, thirty vears ags, come next
wonth, ™

“Why Mother,” said Fergus; *| dout
think it is »s0 very bad. The snow iy not
so deep as il was in soma storms last win-
ter.?

“But is not done yet, child. [ tell you
there has not been such a storm this thirty
years, a3 this s, aond is going to be.”

Fergus piused a momant, coasidering
his mituation.  Tnen rising, he said,

“Well, then | must go home alon:, and
the snoner I'in oo the pond, the better.™

Losra told him he had better wait ; sha
thought her father wouald be at ham: beive
long, nnd she went o ths front rpom win

| dow to see if she conld not ses him ¢n-

g : but nothing was visible but driving
and drified snow.

The oid lady n's> remonstrnted azenust
his going, and urged that “hee Joha™ could
carey him over i th> worming. Poe trach
was, her aspirity was only supariical—
there was a current of real gorod will be-
neath. Fergus howoever, said he meust 20
back, ©r his mvher won'd be very aux-
wous shout lim, i he did not return.

wThat is trus,” said the old lady, *and
I like sou for that, T know how mohers
feel. | wish my Juho wou'd care a littls
aboat Ais mther. B, Lora, give um
som~ supper first, aud let him go”

Lara beo't a bowl of milk from the tahle
to the fire, put in some hasty pudding from
a kettle in the corner, nnd gave w Fergas,
who ate with grear sansfaction, sad then
prepared to go.  Mother Conny was ana=
ious and agitated—ashe cailed lor her pipe,’
put iu her tobacco out of a box which sha

ney top. “Ah yes.” said he, * 1 thought
Mothe# Conny at least must be there,”

took from her pocket, and was reaching
imto the corner fur souitie hii ashes, wher

a,




